212                             A HURRICANE.

just opposite to us, and which is British territory
in the Madras Presidency, is the sacred town of
Buddrachellum with its temples. Pilgrims visit
it from all parts of India, and just at this time a
fair and festival were going on. Crowds of natives
were crossing the river all day, and the town was
then said to contain twelve thousand pilgrims.

We had not been more than an hour in camp, and
the Nawab's was the only tent pitched, when the
wind suddenly got up and in a very few minutes
increased to a perfect hurricane. Never did I see
such dust. During the fifteen minutes that it
lasted, the air was black and we were covered
from head to foot with a thick coating of dust.
We were almost suffocated, and hid in corners for
shelter.

As soon as the wind ceased, the rain came down
in torrents, drenching us through and through
and turning the dust on us into mud. After half-
an-hour was over the storm subsided, and the sun
came out again, but the camp was flooded and we
were Qccupied for some time in digging trenches